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	1. Chapter 1

I started writing this several weeks ago after binge watching the first two season of The West Wing. My intention is to continue with several short chapters, each a vignette of Oliver's term as Mayor. It may only be a few chapters or it may turn into something a little longer, who knows.

* * *

><p><strong>STAR CITY ELECTS FORMER PLAYBOY AS MAYOR<strong>

_Lucy Emmerstein, blogger_

_Huffington Post_

Posted: May 26, 2016 11:34:05 Updated: May 26, 2016 13:15:44

During what can only be described as a highly charged political year here in the U.S. some smaller and lesser known candidates for public office have caught the attention of this author.

Take for instance the mayoral race in Star City, Washington, a city that in four short years was the victim of not only a manmade earthquake but three terrorist attacks and has had not one but three former mayor's fall at the hands of said attackers. This is a city where a name change and a masked vigilante couldn't stop the flow of crime from invading its streets, from families fleeing for the sunnier disposition of its prom queen neighbour , Central City, or stem the tide of failing businesses from shutting up shop and laying off workers.

So, when former billionaire playboy and renowned party-boy Oliver Queen threw his hat in the political arena last fall in an attempt to 'save his city' many – this author included – were skeptical.

For those readers unfamiliar with Mr. Queen, he is the only son of the late Robert & Moira Queen, a four-time college dropout, and a one-time darling of the paparazzi before a tragic accident stranded him on an island in the North China Sea from where he was finally rescued five years later. Since his return to the then named Starling City, he has appeared in public intoxicated, opened a night club in the roughest part of town and even took a turn as CEO of his family's company, Queen Consolidated, before losing everything (including most of his personal wealth) after a serious of bad business decisions.

Despite his rugged good looks, obvious charm and former status as a darling of the upper echelon of Star City society this author had to wonder at Mr. Queen's true intentions after his mayoral candidacy was announced. The speeches were good, his appearances plenty – the man rocked a tux at the policeman's benefit – even his personal life became fodder for the local headlines when only hours after surviving a kidnapping attempt his girlfriend quickly changed her status to finance after saying "yes" during an idyllic Christmas Tree lighting ceremony.

Needless to say many were shocked when Mr. Queen dropped out of the race a few short months into the New Year and publicly endorsed his opponent. However, we were barely left with a moment to consider the why's when he was suddenly back in and going full steam ahead to a landslide victory in last night's election. Not only did Mr. Queen win by a considerable margin, he did so with a 73% of the popular vote, a number rarely seen even in local politics.

Mr. Queen's time in office will be fraught with turbulence and crucial decisions needing his undivided attention – a crumbling local economy, a police force in desperate need of overhaul, a fire department steeped in scandal, a dismal lack of attractions meant to lure tourists and a city hall with a year's' worth of paperwork laying incomplete.

So, now that Star City has yet another new mayor, a young inexperienced one with little to recommend him and a history of bad choices, this author wants to know, what does he do first?

Inquiring mind wants to know.

* * *

><p>"Throwing the first pitch at a <em>baseball<em> game?"

Felicity tried to keep the incredulity out of her voice but, really, how was she expected to when her finance, the newly elected mayor of Star City had just informed her that his first act would be to throw a ball.

Seriously?

"Well, it is the Rockets," Digg deadpanned, one eyebrow and a corner of his mouth lifting, threatening to betray him.

Felicity threw up her hands in frustration. The fascination with baseball, _Oliver's_ fascination with it, was something she would never understand. She would rather connect to the internet using dial-up than be forced to endure another baseball game.

"Digg's right, Felicity," Thea interrupted, her new position as Oliver's press secretary evident in her tone and posture. "Besides it's sending a positive message to the public. Something we need to maintain now that the threat of HIVE has been eliminated."

If she looked skeptical at Thea's words it was hardly surprising. She swung her attention back to Oliver.

"Is this really about the public or more about fulfilling some adolescent fantasy?"

Oliver shrugged and attempted to appear apologetic for using the opportunity to his own advantage. "Why can't it be both?" Despite what she perceived as his idiocy she didn't pull away when he grasped her hands and squeezed ever so reassuringly. "Listen, it's a simple pitch at a baseball game. I throw the ball, shake hands with the team and get to spend a few hours relaxing in the owner's box watching the game. After everything we've been through recently, don't we deserve this?"

Felicity eyebrows shot up at his use of the word _we_. _We _did deserve an afternoon of fun. _We _did deserve to not have to worry about people trying to kill them. But _we_ didn't all like baseball. She tolerated it for his sake.

"Okay so maybe _we_ wasn't the right thing to say," he conceded.

"You think?"

"Felicity…" he started.

She shook her head. "No, you're right. If throwing a ball in front of a couple thousand people _and_ in front of live TV makes you happy, then well…I'm happy." Even if it meant an afternoon at the ballpark with bad hot dogs, the smell of stale beear and Oliver out of his seat every time his team was at bat.

The grin on his face was so wide it threatened to split his face in two.

"Of course it doesn't hurt that the Rockets are playing Central City," Thea added with a smirk. "Their mayor called this morning to suggest a friendly wager."

Felicity frowned. A wager between rival mayors didn't sound all that friendly to her. "Please tell me you didn't do anything stupid?"

Oliver opened his mouth to speak but quickly changed whatever direction he'd about to go in and tilted his head in response. "What makes you say that?"

She snorted. "Because I have a master's degree from the Oliver Queen School of Bad Decisions [LP2] and personal experience tells me you did something you're going to regret."

He smiled at her ruefully before leaning in and placing a swift gentle kiss on her disapproving mouth. "It's a simple wager. What could possibly go wrong?"

* * *

><p><strong>STAR CITY MAYOR FLASHES HIS LOVE AFTER PUBLIC DEFACEMENT<strong>

_Lucy Emmerstein, blogger_

_Huffington Post_

Posted: May 30, 2016 19:17:33

It is hardly what one would call customary for a political leader (or celebrity) to throw the first pitch in a baseball game. However when you're a newly elected mayor with a huge public approval rating you do as asked and throw.

Apparently not all of Star City's "residents" got the memo.

Mr. Queen, who's first act as leader of the beleaguered city was to perform the ceremonial duty just three short days after winning the election, took to the field at Rocket's stadium this past Saturday casually dressed for an afternoon at the ballpark – baseball jersey and jeans, his face a mixture of boyish charm and determination. With the game being televised and the stadium packed with fans of both The Rockets and the Central City Stars, all eyes were on Mayor Queen as he took to the mound and after a few warm up arm swings (sideline – what is up with those forearms Mr. Mayor?) he wound up and let the ball fly.

Directly into the visiting team's dugout, knocking out their ball boy and narrowly missing their star player.

Instant replay from several angles clearly showed the reasoning behind the wild pitch to be one white feathered friend (AKA a Star City seagull) swooping in and with precision timing, droppinged a "bomb" on the Mayor just seconds before the ball let loose – down one side of his face.

Sports commentators and media personnel later all agreed on one thing – if Mr. Queen had been wearing a hat, the results would have been far less disastrous and perhaps the (rumoured) tetanus shot his finance insisted he be given wouldn't have been necessary.

Unfortunately the Mayor missed the first five innings of the game, presumably for cleanup and washing purposes. Having never experienced bird excrement dropped on their head, this author can only assume that it took considerable effort and scrubbing to remove the offending material from Mr. Queen's visage. When he final returned to the game, in the owner's box no less, the Mayor spent little time in his seat and most out of it, cheering on his beloved Rockets, clearing showing he was none the worse for wear after his humiliating debacle.

In the end, all the encouragement couldn't propel the Rockets to victory and after what can only be described as a barnburner, they came up one run short after twelve long innings and walked off the field, the celebration sounds of their opponents following them to the locker room.

Mayor Queen, addressed the media after the game saying, "The Rockets played well today and should hold their heads up high despite the loss." No comments were made regarding the bird incident in spite of the numerous questions fired his way.

It was only after the game that the public was made aware of a secret but friendly bet made between the mayors of the opposing city's teams.

For what other earthly reason would Mayor Oliver Queen have to show up at city hall on Monday not sporting his customary suit but a red t-shirt, white lightning bolt insignia emblazoned in the center surrounded by the words, I LOVE THE FLASH.

To paraphrase Star City's vigilante, Mayor Queen you have failed your city.


	2. Chapter 2

**MAYOR GETS WET & WILD FOR CHARITY**

_Lucy Emmerstein, blogger_

_Huffington Post_

Posted: July 5, 2016 5:21:38

The 4th of July, a time for marching bands, fireworks, parades and flag waving – all of which were proudly on display as Star City threw the biggest and most extravagant holiday celebration in the city's 106 year history with the newly elected Mayor at the center.

Beginning the day with a business leader's breakfast hosted by Palmer Tech CEO Felicity Smoak, the Mayor's fiancé, the soon-to-be first couple of Star City were ushered from pillar to post, parade to photo op, pie judging to…dunk tank?

Following what could only be described as the longest and slowest moving parade through the downtown core perched atop a float in the shape of a giant crown, Mr. Mayor and the lovely Ms. Smoak arrived at the city's water front area where only seven months ago he first proposed. The summer holiday scenery was a far cry from a simple tree lighting ceremony – carnival rides for kids and skill challenge games rigged from anyone winning the coveted large stuffed teddy (the local TV channel did catch the Mayor at the ring tossing tent and there were reports of Ms. Smoak being seen with her arm around a ridiculously sized fluffy bear). There were also tents offering every variety of fair food imaginable and unimaginable (deep fried Twinkie anyone?), but mostly there were plenty of families mingling about, laughing and happy enjoying the rare Star City sunshine.

And a Mayor and his girl, just as happy and sunny as everyone else.

At least until a certain sibling/press secretary hauled her big brother away only for him to reappear as the star attraction of the Charity Dunk Tank.

With a frown and pinched look that made him appear older than his 31 years, Mr. Queen grudgingly took a seat at the place of honour perched above a tank of icy water, his suit replaced with swimming trunks and black t-shirt (many a lady were disappointed with the colour choice, hoping for white instead). A mere two dollars bought you the opportunity to drench the much loved Mayor, with all proceeds going to the expansion of the local animal shelter, and with dollar bills in hand, a long line quickly formed.

Of course one's little sister, commandeering a bullhorn and announcing the event with a fanfare rarely seen outside of a circus tent, most likely piqued the interest of many of the residents who waited for their turn to watch the Mayor get wet.

Oddly, nearly all the participants were female. A local reporter's interviews with several ladies in line revealed many knew Mr. Queen before his five year island sojourn and six of them were in fact championship softball players from Starling Prep who all inferred a deeper (and more intimate) knowledge of the Mayor during his misspent youth. All six purchased slews of tickets and all hit their mark with the ball sending their classmate falling into the water-filled tank.

Mayor Queen's sacrifice in the name of charity garnered a whopping $10,000 (one lady wrote a check for half the total raised just for the privilege of watching her granddaughter attempt to drown the Mayor), and was the clear winner of the day's events with the elder Ms. Smoak's kissing booth coming in second raising a total of $6,000 for local soup kitchens and homeless shelters. Donna Smoak, mother-in-law to-be of Star City's Mayor graciously stepped in to give kisses after Miss Star City 2016 Brittany Duncan was reportedly arrested the night before during pre-holiday celebrations for drug possession with intent to sell, public lewdness and solicitation. Miss Duncan had been scheduled to not only man the kissing booth and give a speech on the power of young women in today's society (the irony's so thick you could cut it with a butter knife) but also to ceremoniously light the fireworks with the Mayor.

Other notable charity events during the day included the strong man competition led by Mr. John Diggle, the Mayor's head of security, a pie throwing contest staring police Captain Quentin Lance as the target, and a video game showdown featuring the younger Ms. Smoak taking on any and all who would challenge her to a game of the classic, Donkey Kong. Charitable donations reportedly totalled just over $20,000 and every dollar will go to help those in need.

We imagine the wounded and lost animals of Star City especially want to thank Mayor Queen for getting wet for the wild kingdom and those females in attendance who were not former flames of the Mayor's would also like to give thanks for the spectacular wet t-shirt and shorts look he sported after emerging from the tank. Those forearms alone could make a girl sing Hallelujah.

Amen sister.

* * *

><p><strong>NEWEST STAR CITY RESIDENT FLIPS FOR MAYOR<strong>

_Lucy Emmerstein, blogger_

_Huffington Post_

Posted: September 17, 2016 8:15:41

Never let it be said that a political leader is afraid to dive deep when it comes to the welfare of their citizens.

Or in the case of Star City's mayor, fall unceremoniously into a dolphinarium.

Several months after winning the mayoral race, Mayor Oliver Queen was on hand to personally welcome the newest addition to his struggling city. Miss Suzie, a seven year-old bottlenose dolphin on loan from the Metropolis aquarium for a reported ten years made her splashing debut yesterday at Star City's newly renovated water arena. Public debate was sparked after the announcement from city hall of the deal and controversy surrounded the much-loved Mayor when he disclosed the financial details surrounding the aquarium's sorely needed renovations required to make a safe and happy home for Suzie, not to mention the picketing and hate mail he received from animal rights activists.

However, judging from her reaction to the city's beloved Mayor, she appreciated his efforts. Or perhaps not?

The dolphin who arrived at her new home more than a week ago, performed tricks and flips a plenty following a pool-side press conference by Mr. Queen, who regrettably, wore the most non-sensible footwear in the history of politics. Simply slipping on the wet slick concrete would be far too easy for a mere mortal and the Mayor displayed legendary sure footedness keeping his firmly planted and his body upright.

Until Miss Suzie took a shine to him in such a way that would have even the most agile and athletic of men upended and needing a helping hand.

With the press conference finished, Mr. Mayor carefully made his way along the pool edge to where the dolphin's trainer was praising the mammal. At the request of the media (and most assuredly his sister and press secretary) the mayor crouched down on the other side of Suzie, with his hand on her head and his back to the water and showed his dazzling smile and pearly whites while cameras flashed and videos were shot all in the name of posterity. Miss Suzie, having never been exposed to the media and only newly trained for a life in the animal entertainment industry began moving her snout furiously up and down, splashing the Mayor and causing plenty of laughs at her supposed enthusiasm.

Whether it was stage fright, or her aversion to the flashing cameras, or perhaps her close proximity to a man who mere months ago was named one of the North West's ten sexiest Politian's, the dolphin proceeded to butt her beaklike snout repeatedly against Mr. Queen's posterior until the man was unable to hold himself upright and with one final push of her head slid sideways, his body going only one way but down.

If Suzie had swam away or ceased her assault on the Mayor, he would have been wet surely, but being the young show dolphin she was took full advantage of the media attention to display her more playful skill set and with Mr. Queen distracted and falling used her full strength to insert herself underneath his legs and push upwards.

Mr. Queen could have had a promising career as a gymnast if his backflip into the pool is any judge.

How he emerged from the dolphin pool with a bloody gash on his head remains a mystery, although from the angle of Star City's Channel 52 News the Mayor was precariously closer to the edge of the concrete pool than was previous thought.

It's hard not to feel sympathy for Mr. Queen who was, yet again, the victim of an adventurous animal and the subject of a very public drowning, but perhaps the empathy should be directed at his bodyguard and head of security, Mr. John Diggle who raced to the edge of the pool after his boss and close friend fell ass over tea kettle. The poor man looked so perplexed if he should jump in or draw his gun (no animals were harmed in the making of his article).

Local news reported after the incident that Mr. Queen was taken to Starling Hospital, the cut on his head requiring a rumoured fifteen stitches.

Miss Suzie, meanwhile was moved to a smaller holding tank while the show arena was drained and cleaned after the water was contaminated with the Mayor's blood.

One now has to wonder if the reported millions of dollars spent to bring the animal to Star City and revitalize the struggling and aging aquarium was money well spent.

Mr. Queen now has to be asking himself that very question.


End file.
